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Need 


Author's Notes: 

This one came to me while toying around with the idea of what it\'s like to quit smoking after so many years. 
I\ve never smoked myself so it was an interesting experience to write. Special thanks to Andy for suggestions 
concerning withdrawal symptoms and giving it the once over when | was finished :) 

Kai didn't know what time it was. 


All he knew was he needed his fix. 


Too bad it wasn't allowed; just one little puff from someone's fag and he'd be fine. No. He had to resist. A few 


more minutes and then it would be over. 


Kai clutched his hands to stop them from shaking, but it did no good, they had been shaking for the past hour. 
At least, Kai thought it was an hour - fuck, it seemed like a lifetime at this rate. 


Henjo had abandoned him for the opposite side of the bus, too annoyed with Kai asking him what time it was 


every couple of minutes. That and the odd looks, as Henjo had put it, Kai was giving him. Kai didn't know what 
he was talking about. It was just Herjo, tall and skinny and so easily smokeable. Kai shook his head and tried to 
think of something else, anything, that didn't have to do with smoking. 


A click snapped Kai's attention across the room to Henjo, who stared out the window with a cigarette in his 
mouth and watched the landscape go by. His mouth watered at the thought of a cig between his lips, inhaling 
the heady smoke, and then letting it trickle out of his mouth, savoring the feel as it brushed past his lips. 


Fighting back the urge to rip the cigarette out of Henjo's mouth, he muttered to himself and looked down at 
the ground. 


On the floor lay a pack of cigarettes. Had they always been there? Kai didn't think so but he couldn't be sure. 
His mind had been playing tricks on him since he refused a smoke from Dirk. Damn Dirk, Kai was going to 
throttle him when this was all over. He knew Kai couldn't resist a dare when presented with one. Dirk had just 


sat back and told him that he wouldn't last an hour. Hal He had..well, he was pretty sure he had, 


A trickle of sweat ran down his face as he stared longingly at the cigarettes on the ground. He could do this, 
he wasn't going to break. No, no breaking, nothing involving a break. For a moment he wondered if he was losing 
his mind. Had his love for smoking turned into an addiction, like some crackhead or heroin addict? Nonsense, he 


was in control. Lots of control, yes control. 


Laughter filled his ears from above. That bastard, he was having too much fun watching Kai in his misery - 
maybe he would replace him after the tour. Yeah, that would serve him right for denying him his sweet, 
sweet cigarettes. He could taste them in his mouth, the way one would wobble when he talked, and the fact 


that it fit perfectly between his first two fingers. 

What the hell time was it? Had it been an hour yet? 

He looked up to see both Dirk and Henjo sprawled out on the couch laughing their asses off. What was so 
funny? Bastards, the both of them. A hand shook Kai out of his daze, and he looked up at Dan who was trying 
his best to keep a straight face. 


"The hour's up, Kai. Here's your cigarette." 


Kai looked down at the cigarette perched in Dan's hand. It looked real, but was it really? This was some kind of 


trick to make him crack; no, he wouldn't allow that. Kai swatted at Dan's arm to push it away. 


Dan persisted and pushed the cigarette back at him. "For Christ's sake, take the damn cigarette. You look 
ridiculous with that thing hanging out of your mouth." 


What the hell, thought Kai, is he talking about? He felt his face and discovered a pen sticking out of his mouth, 
the end gnawed flat from chewing. One confused glance over at Henjo and Dirk sent them into a laughing fit. 


Bastards. 

He glanced back at Dan. “This..isn't a trick?" 

The other man rolled his eyes. "No! You made the hour. Now smoke the damn thing." 

After two attempts to light it, the cigarette made it to Kai's lips, fumes filling his lungs with each deep drag. 


Movement opposite him caught his attention and he glared across at Henjo and Dirk, who were whispering 


together. 

"What?" he asked, their expressions irritating him beyond belief. 

"You barely made one hour,” said Dirk, "| bet you can't do five." 

Kai opened his mouth to snap out a response, but found himself at a loss for words. 

Dirk burst out laughing. "I knew you couldn't handle it." 

"Are you calling me a coward? Fine, I'll do your damn challenge!" 

Dan wandered off to set the alarm and prayed Kai didn't start chewing on other things besides pens. 
The remaining twosome eyed the now silent Kai with suspicion 

Finally, he asked: "Henjo?" 

"Yes Kai?" 


"What time is it?" 


